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Hs Okay 


Author's Notes: 
| like how the quietness of Izzy seems to balance Axl. 


| felt the hard desk chair under me and tried to wake up. It was so hard to go to back to school after 
summer, getting up when you want to every day, doing what you want to. | yawned and flipped through the 
textbook when a noise in the hallway startled me. | looked up and so did everybody else. There were all these 
teachers, it looked like every teacher in the whole damn school was trying to get this one kid, some crazy 
redhead who took off down the hall. | went to the door of the classroom. The kid was gone and all the teachers 


were scrambling after him. 


That was my first glimpse of Bill Bailey, and through what strange process | still didn't quite understand, he'd 
become W. Axl Rose. | was still Jeff then. I'd change, too. I'd become Izzy Stradlin. We'd both transform from 
the Midwest misfits we started out as. 


He was suspended for that little stunt but he came back three days later, scowling next to me at his desk, his 
red hair falling into his eyes. | was a little afraid of him. He had balls, that was for sure. I'd never do anything 


in school but sit there. Maybe | wouldn't do all the homework, but | wouldn't get into actual fights with 


teachers. 


He kind of fascinated me, though. He was small and skinny but there was something in his expression that said 


not to mess with him. | had to. | had to try and see what he was really about. 

"Hey," | said, leaning over to him. 

"What?" he said, the scowl still on his face. 

"Want to hang out after school? | have some extra weed," 

He looked at me for a second and then his look softened. He licked his lips. 

"Yeah, okay," he said. 

That one day after school led to every day after school. We'd hang out at the park, sometimes we smoked 
weed, sometimes not. He didn't have many friends, but neither did |. | just didn't have all that much in common 


with the people here. 


Sometimes we went to my house and hung out in my room. We never went to his house. | didn't really think 


about it. My house was cool. Maybe his parents were pricks or something. 

Then there was this one day that was kind of hot but he wore long sleeves all day. In school he didn't say 
anything, and usually he talked a lot. He'd be up and down in the classrooms and babbling away, like a little ant, 
you know? But that day he just sat there half falling asleep and he didn't say a word. 


At the park he shook his head when | offered him some pot, and | shrugged and had a few puffs. Then we 


went to my house to hang out in my room. He was still being all quiet. 


"What is with you, man?" | said. We were both sitting on the floor, leaning against the bed. He picked at the 


edges of his sleeves and wouldn't even look at me. 


"Bill, what's with you?" | said, and he looked up at me then, this look in his eyes. It was a dull, kind of defeated 
look He was so quiet and different from that first day | saw him taking off down the hall. 


"Nothing," he said, and then his eyes filled up with tears. The tears made his eyes look this amazing green. | 


just stared. God, | was 14. | didn't know what to do with someone who was suddenly an emotional wreck. 


| reached out and grabbed his arm, just to do something, just to try and get him to stop crying and talk to 


me, but when | did he winced in pain and jerked his arm away. 


| reached for the sleeve to his shirt very cautiously, and slid it up a little ways. | saw bruises and what looked 


like finger marks branded on his forearm. By this time he wasn't looking at me, but he knew | was looking and 
he was letting me. | lifted up the other sleeve as far as it would go and saw the same thing. Then | lifted the 
edge of the shirt to look at his stomach and chest and it was like looking at paint, dark purple paint all over 


him. 

"Jesus," | said. 

"Who..who did this to you?" | said. 

"My dad," he said, turning to look at me, tears streaked down his cheeks. 


"What? Why?" | said, watching him tug the shirt down and pull the sleeves down and it was all covered again. 
He wiped away his tears with the sleeves of his shirt and took a deep, shuddery breath. 


"| don't know..to teach me things, to not spare the rod and spoil the child, to show me the right path 


somehow..." 


"What are you talking about? He beats you, it's child abuse," | said, still stunned by the sight of those bruises 


that were all over him. 


"No it isn't. Its discipline, it's, it's.." he shook his head, his straight red hair moving with the motion. Seeing 
those bruises on him, seeing the way his eyes looked emerald green when he cried, | noticed for the first time 


how beautiful he was. 

"Bill, hey, its okay.." | said, gently pulling him toward me to hug him. | thought he might pull away from me and 
hit me or something but he didn't. He leaned against me and started to cry for real, the sobs shaking his 
whole body. 


Its funny how you tell someone it's okay when things are pretty far from that. 


